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Overdose 


Author's Notes: 


He said he overdosed on valium, maybe. | can't remember. 


"Axl, look at me," | was shaking, holding my fist that hurt because | had punched walls and the floor and | 
thought | broke one of my fingers again. It hurt like a motherfucker. My fist was covered in blood and it was 
my blood, | was pretty sure it was, but it could have been some of hers. 


Erin stood in the doorway to our condo, her long curly hair all messed up, but it still looked pretty. Her make- 
up was all smudged and her eyes were puffy from crying and when she spoke her voice was hoarse because 
of all the screaming. We were fucked. 


She had a bag packed and it was slung over her shoulder, and she just stared down at me from the doorway, 
and | looked up at her like she said, and | felt anger and remorse swirling around my head, and | had the start 


of a headache, and | swallowed hard and prayed she wouldn't leave. 


"Look at me, because this is the last time you're going to see me," 


She left, slamming the door behind her, and | curled up where | was on the floor and squeezed my eyes shut 


and started to cry. 


My condo kind of doubled as an office for Guns N' Roses, there was a fax machine and a computer and 
everything, and the faxes had been coming in all morning. | was ignoring them. | was also ignoring the knock on 


the door. | knew it wasn't her. | didn't want to see anybody else. 
The knocking became pounding and | lit another cigarette and stared at the blank gray door, inhaling smoke. 
"Jesus, Axl, | know you're in there! Open the fucking door!" 


| sighed, got up and undid the bolts and the locks, and Slash came in. His hair was a mass of black curls around 
his face, and he took off his sunglasses and shoved them into his pocket. | turned around and sat back down in 


the kitchen chair, flicked the long ash into the glass ashtray that sat on the table. 


"What the fuck?" he said, grabbing a few faxes off the machine and reading them, then setting them down. He 
brushed his hair away from his face and glanced around at the destruction. It wasn't anything new. He touched 
the plaster dust that had fallen from the hole in the wall above the couch. He shook his head We used to live 
together and I'd trash shit there, but no one gave a shit, nothing was worth anything there anyway. | guessed 


it was more noticeable when the surroundings were nicer. 


"Jesus, Axl, you wrecked this whole place, you-" He had come over and sat in the other kitchen table chair and 
looked at me, and something in my face made him stop mid-lecture. | stared at him, wondering what he saw. 


My eyes were all puffy from crying, and maybe | looked devastated. Erin was gone. 


"What's the matter?" he said, his voice suddenly filled with tenderness, and that almost made me break down 


and cry again, but | turned away. 
"Nothing," | mumbled, trying to smoke my cigarette and not cry. 


"Hey," he said, his voice still soft, and | turned to look at him, seeing the compassion in his small dark eyes. | 
lowered my head. There was no reason not to tell him, him or any of them. We were in this band that was like 


a marriage. 


"Okay, it's Erin, she left," | said. | puffed on my cigarette and already planned to light another. | was bad with 
smoking at the best of times, but when | was upset | chain-smoked. | closed my eyes and flashed on a memory 
of my mother crying and smoking cigarette after cigarette at our fake wood table in that tiny ranch house | 


grew up in. 


"Left left?" he said, and | nodded. 


"Yeah, | fucking beat her up and she's just, she's gone now and it's all my fucking fault..| can't, sometimes | 
can't control my behavior and this fucking..shit like this happens," 


| stared off into the distance, thinking about it. | couldn't stop myself, not when | was pissed off at something 
or someone, | couldn't stop. No wonder she left. | didn't blame her, | honestly didn't. She should have left before 


now, but fuck. 


"Aw, man, l'm sorry," Slash said, and | nodded, still not looking at him. | felt his hand land on my shoulder and | 


leaned my head down on it, closed my eyes and let the tears fall again 


Slash stayed and fought everyone off for me. The phone started ringing off the hook soon after the fax 
machine started spitting out all its garbage. | sat on the couch with my knees pulled up to my chest. Slash had 
cleaned up all the plaster that had fallen onto it and he put some white spackle into the hole in the wall. It 
looked like there was a gob of cake frosting in it. 


"Yeah, no, he can't come to the phone right now," Slash said, gritting his teeth, getting frustrated. 
"| don't fucking know! He's busy, alright!" He slammed the phone down and looked at me. 


"lm gonna take the fucking thing off the hook in a minute," he said, his voice like a growl. | just stared into 
space, thinking about Erin. How could | fuck things up so bad? What was wrong with me? 


| had to figure things out, | had to get her back, somehow. | had to be better and not hit her and not fight 
with her. | loved her more than anything. Fuck. | had to figure things out. There was a way to figure it out, 
there had to be. 


Slash was sitting near me, watching like a vigil. All | was doing was smoking cigarettes, | don't know what he was 
so worried about, but he was worried, it was clear in his eyes. He glanced at me and licked his lips. He kept 
offering me food and | kept refusing. My mouth tasted like an ashtray and | had a nicotine headache but | 
didn't care, | kept smoking anyway. It was the only thing that could make me feel better. 


"Eat something," he said, and the plate of food he held made me feel sick. | shook my head. 
"Damn it, Axl! So she left, you can't just not eat and not do anything! You, God... 


| just stared at him, feeling too numb to react to his yelling. | could hardly hear him, and anyway, | couldn't 
eat. I'd just throw it all up. 


Slash was asleep. It was late. | wandered around in the dim light, the recessed lights on in the kitchen Erin 
wasn't coming back. She'd had enough, like | knew she would someday. | took a deep breath, feeling the still air 
in the apartment tear into my lungs. | punched my leg, feeling the muscle knot and twist under the blow. | 
looked at Slash sleeping on my couch, his hair covering his face, the T-shirt pulled up a little, revealing a tan 


slice of his stomach. 


| went down the dark hall to the bathroom and flipped on the light, and it was so bright in the white room that 
it hurt my eyes, and | squinted against it. In the mirror | saw my face, my eyes puffy and bruised looking 
from crying, my cheeks red, my hair falling in front of my eyes, straight and red, the color of it so stark and 
bright in the white room. | pulled on the mirror that covered the medicine cabinet, and my reflection went 


away. 


There was Nyquil in the green bottle, cough syrup in a red bottle next to it, Tylenol and aspirin in white 
childproof bottles, and then there were the prescription bottles. It was amazing how doctors would prescribe 
anti-anxiety shit like crazy. Did they do this for everybody or just celebrities? | guessed I'd never know. But 
there was a ton of shit. There was the Xanax and the Ativan that Duff used like tic tacs every time we flew 
anywhere. And there was the Valium for me, not for flying, | didn't care about that shit, if we died in a fiery 
plane crash then that would be what happened. It wasn't exactly death | had a problem with, it was life. All the 
fucked up shit from my childhood and all the fucked up shit that was going on now, | didn't know. | didn't handle 


it so well. 


| grabbed the bottle of Valium and looked at the label on it. W. Axl Rose, take | to 2 tabs as needed for anxiety 
every four hours. | shook the pills into my hand, there were plenty, | didn't count them but they filled my 
hand. | grabbed the glass on the edge of the sink and filled it with water and then swallowed pill after pill, 


following every three or four of them with a swallow of the sink water. 


Just Get Here 


| just stood there, | didn't know what | thought would happen. All that shit wasn't in my bloodstream yet, | 
knew that. | wondered if | took enough to die, and then | thought that maybe | didn't want to die. | glanced over 
at Slash sleeping on the couch and thought about the band and all the shit | was gonna do, all the shit | had to 
do. Oh fuck. 


| licked my lips and thought | was starting to feel the effects of things, but | didn't know. Maybe | was just 
imagining it. | stared out the window at the darkness and the city lights and thought about how far away | was 
from Indiana and that that was home, despite how much | had hated it and still hated it. | thought of my 
parents, all the fights, all the beatings, all the shit. Shit, how did | survive my childhood? | didn't know, honestly 
| didn't, and now here | was about to do great shit with this band and | was going to throw it all away over 
Erin..then | felt that stabbing pain of missing her and losing her. It was that pain that made me want to throw 


it all away. 


| watched the city lights out the window and then they doubled, everything kind of crossed in my vision, 
blurring and doubling and | couldn't even think how to save myself, like calling an ambulance. | didn't know where 
the phone was. | barely knew where | was. | had to wake up Slash if | wanted to get out of this. | stumbled 
walking over to him, | couldn't get my legs to work right, and | started to feel those layers and layers of 


unreality that Valium caused, but this was worse. 

"Slash, hey," | said, shaking him. He stirred a little but didn't wake. What if he was too drunk to help me? But 
wait, he wasn't drunk when he came over, was he? Was he drunk now? | couldn't think, | couldn't figure things 
out. 


"Slash," | shook him harder and he sat up, blinking and swallowing hard and then hacking, his smoker's cough. 


"What?" he said, and now everything | saw was doubled. Fuck. | didn't think I'd be able to stand much longer, 


maybe | wouldn't be conscious much longer. 
"Luh. took something," | said, barely able to remember what the fuck it was. | swayed standing over him. 


"Axl?" he said, waking up and becoming alarmed at the same time. | blinked hard, trying to get the double vision 


to go away. It didn't. There were two Slashes in front of me, | hoped | talked to the right one. 


"Uh. took something...Valium," My voice was kind of drifting off, and | tried to take a step away but | couldn't 


walk right, | couldn't coordinate my arms and legs. 


"How much did you take?" he said, staring up at me, and | tried to remember and answer his question. Fuck, 


Slash, call an ambulance. 


"A handful." | said, and then | couldn't stand anymore and would have fallen to the floor, but Slash caught me, 


and | could feel his strong arms around me but | couldn't stand or do anything. My body was weak now, my 
muscles all like jelly, but | still heard what was going on, and | was still in the room even though Slash probably 
thought | passed out. 


"Fuck, Axl, fuck, damn it." He lowered me to the couch and | sunk into it, and it was better with my eyes 
closed. | didn't like seeing things doubled. 


He left my side, and | heard his footsteps cross the room to the phone, and | heard the beeps as he pressed 
the buttons, the three numbers, ll. 


"Yeah, uh, | need an ambulance at 432 Curson Ave, it's the eighth floor..uh, apartment number 812, yeah...my 
friend took something, he overdosed..Valium, | think..| don't know..a handful," 


Things were starting to feel pretty unreal, like | was here but | wasn't. | wondered if | was dying and it didn't 
have the urgency of before. 


"Is he?..what? Yeah, he's breathing, he's..fuck, hold on," | heard the clatter of the phone and | heard Slash 
coming back over to me and he rested his head on my chest for a minute, to make sure | was breathing | 
figured, or maybe to see if he heard a heartbeat. It felt strangely intimate, and | could feel the softness of his 
hair against my cheek. Then he lifted his head up and off my chest, and then he took my hand for a second, 
and the way he held it felt like he was examining something. Then he dropped it and went back to the phone. 


"I don't know, his lips look a little bluish, maybe, but not his fingernails," he said, so that's what he was doing, 


checking my fingernails. 


"Yeah, okay, just get here," he said, and | heard the phone fall to the table or the floor, and he came back over 
to me and held my hand the same way again, wanting to see if the blue color crept into them. 


"Axl, fuck, damn it..don't die, Axl, l.l don't think | could take it," he said, and lowered his head to my chest again. 
He stayed that way until the ambulance arrived. 


Slipping Away 


Now | was fading in and out, things were happening in little flashes. Slash was clinging to me, telling me not to 
die, and | heard that choked little hiccup in his voice. Then | heard the pounding on the door, the official type 
pounding that all those kind of people had, cops, EMT's, firemen. | heard Slash whisper, "thank God," and felt him 


get up to answer the door. 


| could also feel myself slipping away, and it wasn't that unpleasant. What would happen now would be things 
done to me, to save me or to let me slip away, but | wasn't involved, like sitting on the sidelines watching a 


football game. On the sidelines you couldn't affect the outcome. 


| felt the vibrations of heavy footsteps coming toward me, and the sense that they carried all kinds of life 
saving equipment. | could feel all of it through the floor and up through the material of the couch. | patiently 
waited for them to come and start trying to save me, start doing things to me, my body less mine than it 
ever was, it was just this thing to be saved. 


"When did he take the pills?" A male voice said to Slash, and he didn't answer, but | imagined him shaking his 
head, not even trying to guess. While one of them talked to Slash the other one came over to me, and | felt 
the cool circle of a stethoscope against my chest, and | felt something wrapped around my bicep and then 
tightening. | felt something slip over one of my fingers, and | heard these little beeps, these electronic sounds. | 
heard one of the EMT's call out numbers, numbers that meant nothing to me, then | was out, blackness 


washing over me. 


| opened my eyes in the ambulance, the inside all metal and filled with strange things, medical things strapped 
to the walls. Slash was sitting on the bench, his eyes wet and red, his curls all limp around his face. | noticed 
an IV pole and a bag moving as the ambulance raced to the hospital, and then | saw the tubing that was 


snaking into one of my arms. | hadn't felt them put that in. | hadn't been here for that. 


The next flash was the ER, and now Slash must have been sent off to a waiting room somewhere, and | kind of 
felt alone with him not here. | felt cold metal against my stomach and realized it was the edge of scissors that 
they used to cut my shirt off. It was just an old T-shirt. | felt them take my sneakers off, then my socks, 
and then the tug as they pulled my jeans off. | didn't care. | was barely there, and as it became more difficult 
to breathe it didn't effect me. It was like drowning, and | had heard that drowning was the best way to go, and 
that never seemed right to me, but | got it now. It was just a gentle slipping away. 


"Axl, Axl," Someone was practically shouting my name and shaking me, and it bothered me. | wished they would 


shut up and leave me alone. It had been nice to slip away. 


"Axl, hey, c'com," More shaking, and | opened my eyes and glanced over at someone, a woman, maybe she was 
a doctor, or a nurse. | didn't know. They all dressed the same now, and she had a stethoscope draped across 


her neck. 


| couldn't quite pull the oxygen into my lungs, and she glanced at some machine next to me, and then she put 
this mask over my face, an oxygen mask. It bothered me, | felt suffocated by it and pushed it off. She 
replaced it, holding my hands so | wouldn't take it off again 


"Axl, you need this, don't touch it," she said. | couldn't touch it, | couldn't move my hands, they were held down 
at the wrists somehow. | had closed my eyes again, not wanting to be involved anymore. | tugged my wrists 
and found they were tied somehow to the rails of the bed. | felt someone putting something on me, it felt like 
little stickers on my legs and chest, and | couldn't think why. 


"Is he awake enough to drink this?" | heard someone say. | could barely breathe, never mind drink something. 
But someone shook me again roughly, and | shook my head, almost dislodging the oxygen mask, and | wouldn't 


open my eyes. 


"No, he, | don't think so.." A female voice said, and | felt the layers of unreality and softness enveloping me 
again, and | could have drifted away. 


"Okay, take this mask off for a second, yeah, use a nasal cannula for now, crank it up to four liters..tilt his 


head back, like that...” 


| wanted to be left alone, but | felt the little prongs of the nasal cannula in my nose, and | could feel them 
tilting my head back, someone's thumbs pressing against my jaw, and | felt a tube being shoved down my 
throat, making me want to gag and pull away, but | couldn't move because of the way they were holding me, 


and my wrists were tied anyway, and there would be no drifting away. 


Coming Back 


Author's Notes: 
| looked up some of the ER stuff, hope it's accurate. 


"Should we intubate him?" Someone said, and | didn't know what that meant but | didn't like how it sounded. 
Maybe | was dying, maybe | took too much and they couldn't save me and I'd just die, in a few minutes or a 
few hours. For a moment it seemed okay because it would end this pain, the pain over Erin and what a jerk | 
was to her, the pain over the fact that she left because of me. It would end the pain | felt over my 
uncontrollable moods and anger and inability to control my behavior sometimes, a lot of times. It would end all 
the memories of my childhood, all the beatings that | could still feel, the shame of it and the deep ache of it, 


it would end all the shit in my life and | could float away, or just become nothing. 


| could feel everything they were doing but | wasn't quite able to respond. Every so often someone would shake 
me or rub the center of my chest really hard and say my name. The shaking didn't make me respond but the 
hard rubbing on my chest did, and I'd groan and try to pull away. 


"No, he's breathing well enough, we don't have to," Someone else said, and | felt a dull echo of relief that they 
weren't going to do something that sounded painful. The tube that was shoved down my throat hurt enough, 
and the feeling of stomach contents all going the wrong way hurt enough, and it was almost like the lining of 


my stomach was shriveling enough to kind of collapse in on itself 


| floated for awhile, feeling myself just kind of going away, and | could feel the shaking and the hard rubbing on 
my chest and even that didn't make me respond, not anymore. They could do all the things they wanted to me, 
even this intubation thing, and it didn't mean they could save me. The electronic sounds of the machines that 


were monitoring all my vital signs were getting fainter, sounds that were getting lost down a long hallway. 


| wondered where Slash was, curled up on some uncomfortable couch in the waiting room, the fluorescent 
lights beating down on him. Thinking of Slash made me think of the band, and all the shit | still wanted to do, 
needed to do. The band shit went beyond Erin, and my fucked up family, and my fucked up moods. It was pure 
somehow, kind of born out of that stuff but above it, something for the world | had shit to do, | couldn't just 


die right now, taking the easy way out in this emergency room. 


| gasped and tried to sit up. My wrists weren't tied down anymore, and | didn't remember them untying them. | 
grasped the rails of the bed | was in and pulled myself up, gulping in air, pushing the oxygen mask off my face. 
| blinked in the harsh white light of the room, seeing the hurried but coolly professional faces of the nurses 


and doctors who hovered around my bed. 


"Welcome back," A doctor said to me, and! knew he was a doctor because | saw MD on his name badge. | 


nodded at him, feeling the ache in my throat from that tube. 


| was sleeping in another bed in a regular hospital room, Slash was curled up into a little ball in the chair next 
to the bed. When | first got put into this room | was alone, Slash wasn't around, but someone must have told 


him where | was because here he was, looking like his neck was going to kill him when he woke up. 

"Slash," | said, my voice hoarse and hurt from all that ER stuff. 

‘Hmmmmm, Axl?" he said, half asleep, and when he shifted his position he almost fell off the chair. 

"Axl?" he said again, really awake now, and it all came back to him, | could see that. You could practically see 
the memories filling up his eyes. He came over to the side of the bed, leaning over the rail, looking at me hard 
to reassure himself that | was okay. 

"Are you..how are you feeling? Do you want a drink or something?" he said, and when he said that it sounded 
really good. My throat felt so dry and damaged. | nodded at him, and he grabbed the pitcher full of water and 
poured me a glass of it. He put a straw in it and held it for me, but | took it from him and took a tentative 
sip. It felt cool and good on my throat, and | drank a little more. 

"I can hold my own cup, l'm not an invalid, Slash," | said. 

He didn't say anything, he just hung over the bed rail, his eyes filling with tears. 

"Jesus, Slash, I'm okay," | said. 

"Yeah, | know, but you scared me, Axl. | thought, | didn't think..fuck," 

He lowered his head, and | could feel his hair against my skin, reminding me of how it felt when | was still in 
the apartment after I'd taken all the pills, how soft it felt. | reached my hand out, noticing the white hospital 
band around my wrist with all my information. | touched his head and smoothed his crazy curls beneath my 


hand. 


"Sorry," | whispered, my voice so small and broken | wasn't sure he could hear it at all 


